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Summary: Toothless found himself another Night Fury - a baby girl 
Night Fury. Hiccup, naturally, took charge of the unpredictable 
little beast, but they had more than her to worry about. Her origins 
now plunged both dragon and rider into a dangerous journey. 

R&R! 


1 . Chapter 1 

_Okay, I'm being too hooked in with this movie, and so I decided to 
write a series before the idea is forgotten. So here it is. It's 
multi-chapter, and I'll do my best._ 

_Disclaimer: I do not own How to Train Your Dragon, but the story is 
mine ._ 

**_Edit: I changed the name of the story, since I was too random at 
the first attempt at naming it. Sorry for this._** 


■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><strongXstrong>Pride of the Dragon<pXp>* * * * 
(Formerly The Forgotten Ones) 

By 

Hecate's Apprentice 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was, for once, a sunny day after a series of hailstorms 
<em>and<em> sea storms, and Toothless was using every bit of this 
chance to enjoy the sunlight before yet _another_ blasted storm of 



any sort hits Berk. The Night Fury lied on one of the lowest cliffs 
of the island on his stomach and trying to sun himself in the rather 
weak light. The fire in Hiccup's house was warm, and the human 
hatchling's companion added more to the treat, but dragons are born 
to soar and to be free. He had a limit of how much time he could 
spend indoors before he started developing real 
claustrophobia . 

Hiccup was still asleep when Stoik, his father and Toothless had left 
the house for different reasons, exhausted after he cantered all the 
way from one end of the city to the other looking for the pendant 
Astrid had given him a day before, which turned out to be taken by 
one of the numerous Terrible Terrors. Normally, that wouldn't have 
gotten him to stay in bed sound asleep after ten in the morning, but 
Hiccup was not "normal" anymore. It had only been a month and a half 
since the hatchling lost his leg in that fight with the Green Death, 
and the stump was not fully healed yet. That merry little canter 
'round town had nearly driven the boy to tears from the pain of his 
leg and the way he kept pushing himself on, since he wasn't that used 
to the prosthetic yet. But the stupid hatchling wouldn't lose that 
pendant for the world. 

It was Snoutlout who found the pendant last night, three hours after 
sundown, and after having it back and finally being close enough to 
his bed to plop down. Hiccup did just that and had passed out ever 
since . 

As Toothless watched the other dragons soared across the sky, 
carrying either baskets of fresh fish, riders or some sort of 
shipment, he longed to be able to take to the sky as well, but that 
meant waking up the hatchling, for his prosthetic tail steer could 
only be used with Hiccup's cooperation, and Toothless didn't have the 
heart to wake up his friend after yesterday with only the excuse to 
catch some winds. 

Sighing, Toothless dropped his head to the ground and closed his 
eyes, resolving to only listen to the breezes and the dragon and 
human cries that had mingled together since a month and a half ago on 
this island, and for once, not trying to kill each other. It was hard 
to believe, even to Toothless, how one boy and himself had been able 
to change the way dragons and humans interact with just one single 
kill, as powerful as he is. Well, maybe not _just_ one single kill. 

It had cost the young hatchling his leg and the dragon his tail fin 
plus endless days of training and bonding together to create that 
perfect aerial teamwork they had used on the Dragon Queen that time, 
but they did it nonetheless. 

That was when the Night Fury was rudely pulled out of his thinking 
with a loud draconic sneeze. 

Ears perked. Toothless lifted his head and looked around for the 
source of the sound. He swiveled his head but was only greeted with 
thickets behind him. Standing up and trotting closer to the edge of 
the cliff. Toothless' green eyes raked the ground beneath him warily. 
It might just be an oversized Terror, but just in casea€ 1 

A stream of blue fire was blown into his face, and Toothless shrieked 
and pulled back in pain, pawing at his face. He'd only experienced 
intense burning once when falling into the Green Death's storm of 
fire, and even though he was too concentrated on saving the hatchling 



at that moment, he still remembered it as not being enjoyable. This 
fresh reminder proved that his memories were still pretty good after 
all. And he had been worrying that he was growing old. Bah. 

After the pain had subsided. Toothless turned angrily toward the 
thing that had blown fire at him. Heat rolled in his throat as he 
prepared the flame when he gazed back down the cliff, ready to give 
his attacker a full blast in the face in payment. 

However, as soon as he saw who his attacker was, the flame died in 
his mouth. 

Sitting under the cliff, gazing at him with innocent violet eyes, 
covered in black scale and a tongue lolling out of her mouth, dark 
wings spread wide, tail wagging happily, was a Night Fury. 

A _baby_ Night Fury, no bigger than a growing puppy. 

Well, looks like the human hatchling's going to have his wake-up 
call, whether he likes it or not. 

OoOoOoOoO 

Hiccup was roused from his dream of a sunny day in a beautiful bed of 
flowers with Toothless and Astrid by a wet tongue running across his 
face, tickling him and annoying him at the same time. 

Cracking an eye open, the boy was faced with two big, familiar green 
eyes that were filled with an urgency he'd seldom seen before. 
"Toothless!" the not-really-Viking-boy groaned, pushing himself up 
and grimacing as pain shot up his left leg. He dropped back down 
again. "Why did you call me up? What time is it?" 

Toothless made an apologetic sound, then suddenly a happy squeal 
filled the air, one that was way too girlish and high-pitched to be 
the Night Fury's. Hiccup's eyes snapped open at the sound and he 
glanced down at his dragon. 

"Urn, Toothless, what is thataC 1 thingaC 1 hangingaC 1 thereaC 1 ? " the boy 
trailed off as he saw the identical dark thing hanging from 
Toothless' unsheathed sharp teeth, carried like a newborn puppy by a 
mother. The only different between Toothless and it is that the 
"thing" was too small, and its eyes were a vibrant violet. And it was 
thrashing. And squealing. And generally making its presence known and 
be as loud as possible. 

For a moment, there was no sound in the bedroom aside from the little 
newcomer as Hiccup accessed the situation and Toothless waiting 
tensely for his reaction, then finally, the boy started getting out 
of bed, wincing as he tried to stand and nearly fell over when once 
again forgot that one of his feet was now one third 
gone . 

Immediately, Toothless was there to support him before he could 
collapse, but in his hurry, he dropped the young Night Fury. She 
flopped onto the bed, looked shocked for a moment, then turned 
curious eyes to the two on the side of the bed. She probably thought 
she was being abandoned, for she suddenly let out a long small growl 
and jumped onto Hiccup's head and made herself at home there, 
refusing to let go and even dared sending the older Night Fury a 



challenging look, and the two glared dagger at each other for a 
second before Hiccup realized what was going on and loudly 
interrupted . 

"Toothless, where did hea€10W!...I mean, she, come from?" he asked as 
he grabbed for his prosthetic. The tiny Night Fury had tightened her 
claws as soon as Hiccup said "he", so he could only guess she was the 
opposite . 

His dragon shook his head in a negative response. "No idea," Hiccup 
muttered. "Yes, that's helpful. C'mon, you," this was directed at the 
new hatchling, "Let's get you something to eat and let us figure out 
what this mess is about." His stomach grumbled. "Make that us," 

Hiccup corrected as he walked toward the door. Toothless next to him, 
his eyes wary on his friend's steps. 

The young Night Fury on top of Hiccup's head looked around the place 
with huge purple eyes, then as sudden as a riptide, all her 
excitements died out and she began to snore. 

Somebody should add to the Dragon Manual later that Night Furies are 
an odd breed. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><pXem>Cont inue or not continue? Where should I fix stuff? What do 
you think? Click on the review button and tell me! <em> 

_Thanks for reading, _ 

><em>~the Apprent ice<em> 


2 . Chapter 2 

_Sorry for the wait, guys, but May's approaching along with final 
exams, and the teachers are really pushing it. But whatever. Thanks 
for all the responses you guys gave me! It really makes me happy! 


_This story will be fast-paced, but I will try my best at the pacing, 
so now, let's end this note and let you enjoy the 
story !_ 

_Disclaimer: Already at the beginning. Not gonna repeat it._ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>As soon as Hiccup heard the snores from the baby dragon, he 
plucked her off his head and held it like a cat in his arms. 

Toothless gazed at the small dragon a little jealously. He could 
never be hold like that, he knew. He was way too big, and if Hiccup 
had found him as a hatchling, then he would have been dead by now. 
After all. Toothless was over fifty years old, and he was still just 
a teenager dragon, not even through with puberty yet . <p> 

But at least he could hold Hiccup and supported him when he was about 
to fall. Toothless reassured himself as they walked into the kitchen. 
The smell of cooked fish and roasted game birds hung in the air. 
Stoick had left a fair amount of foods behind, mindful of his son's 
dragon's appetite more than anything else, for Hiccup ate little but 



gorged down books like they were sea treats. It was actually the 
Night Fury who was wasting away their food storage. Sometimes the big 
Viking wondered how the beast could float in the air, let along 
carrying anyone. 

Hiccup flopped down in a chair and took a deep breath as they reached 
the dinner table to calm the slightly jabbing pain from his foot. He 
gently set the sleeping baby Night Fury down the table, then began to 
reach for the bowl set near him, containing a sort of stew made of 
fish and a game bird's leg was in it as well, big and meaty. Suddenly 
his stomach grumbled again, and with great thankfulness. Hiccup dove 
into his meal. 

While the boy was eating. Toothless glanced at him one last time 
before dropped his gaze to the table and scowled. No fish. Well, 
roasted fish was there, but Toothless liked them raw. He went up the 
stairs toward the family's fish store for his breakfast instead of 
settling with the cooked fish. He was given a supply of fish from 
Stoick, but if it runs out before the monthly restock, he would have 
to hunt for himself. Thinking back about that point. Toothless 
thought Hiccup should really leave out the tinny-tiny unimportant 
detail that the Night Fury was very capable of hunting in stormy 
days. The fact that he _could_ hunt didn't mean he want to. 

And now that the hatchling was here, no doubt he would have to share 
it with hera€ 1 

Oh, yes, the young hatchling. 

As he snatched up two fish from the (sadly reducing in size) fish 
store. Toothless thought about her. Night Furies were rare indeed, 
and most of them were hostile, even with their ever-lasting loyalty 
if you manage to somehow earn it, but this onea€lthis one was 
different. She didn't try to kill a human when he brought her close 
to Hiccup, only expressing what seemed like unquenchable curiosity 
and a€" how strange a€" optimism. 

Even stranger, she appeared in this island today, but Toothless had 
spent a lot of time exploring Berk and a lot more islands close by, 
and it was clear that the young one couldn't handle any sort of 
long-distance flight at her age. She was at the most three to six 
years old, and the way she flailed as Toothless carried her told him 
that she hadn't tried serious flying yet. The wings weren't in a 
rhythmic beat that was necessary to keep the dragon upright in the 
sky, and the young dragon seemed like she liked running more than 
using those wings. 

So _how_ did she get here? Berk is unreachable unless by boats or 
dragons, and Toothless didn't think a black, squealing, bat-winged 
mass of a young dragon could escape the hundred pairs of dragon and 
human eyes if she had indeed gone by boat. And if she had, there 
would've been a commotion by now. As far as he knew. Toothless was 
the only Night Fury before this hatchling came by. His parents had 
gone separate ways, and Toothless should have been able to sense them 
had they decided to venture here. _If_ they were alive. It had been 
thirty years, after all, since they parted ways. 

With the unsolved question still in his mind. Toothless trotted back 
into the kitchen, listing off probabilities. Well, either waya€ 1 as 
long as she does not pose a threat to either his rider or his fish. 



Toothless was pretty much fine with it. 


Hiccup had finished his meal in the five minutes that Toothless had 
taken to go get the fish. He'd gone around town trying to find that 
pendant yesterday without a break and then came back here and went 
straight to bed, too exhausted to even think about eating, which 
resulted in Hiccup nearly starving for a day. Now he was sitting with 
his cheek propped up on an elbow and was staring at the baby Night 
Fury curiously, a frown over his face. 

"I don't get it," he said as Toothless approached them and dropped 
one fish down on the floor before starting to chew on the other. 
Hiccup ran a hand through his hair the way he always did when he was 
frustrated or was being faced with a problem he couldn't solve. "How 
can she get on Berk? News would've flown through the streets by now 
if she'd arrived here by water." 

So their minds have been on the same track. Toothless observed, 
giving his human a sound of agreement. 

"Perhaps one of the other dragons picked her up from a nearby 
island?" Hiccup suggested, almost to himself. One of Toothless' ears 
pricked up. Oh? He hadn't thought of that. The boy started standing 
up, this time his steps firmer and easier, but Toothless still stood 
up with him, green wary eyes following the boy's feet. 

It turned out he was fine. Hiccup limped into the room, and just when 
Toothless was about to follow, he limped back out with his fur coat, 
putting it on and starting to the door. "C'mon, let's go ask around 
to see who got the little devil here, " Hiccup grunted, dropping by 
the kitchen to pick up the baby Night Fury, but he paused in the 
doorway, his eyes wide. Toothless yanked his eyes toward the dinner 
table as well, following Hiccup's gaze. 

The Night Fury was gone. 

And at that moment, a dish from one of the shelves fell down and 
broke . 

"Crap!" Hiccup yelped as he hobbled toward the direction where the 
dish just fell down, while another three were about to join the third 
and the quick-foot figure of a grinning tiny Night Fury darting in 
and out behind the furniture in the kitchen, gleaming white fangs 
bared. Her older cousin leaped to his feet and caught the other three 
dishes in time before they could break and set them down on the 
floor, then growled a warning to the young one. 

She ignored him. Instead, she paused only to grin at him playfully 
and gave a mini-roar that was not fully developed yet and then 
started running around again. Hiccup was busy trying to catch her as 
she darted by, but she was, of course, quicker than him and with that 
peg leg of his, there was no way in a year she could be 
caught . 

Toothless' growl deepened into an irritated snarl. It was all a game 
to her, wasn't it? Well, then it is time she learns respect. 

As the tiny dragon jumped again, this time right across Toothless' 
face, the elder raised his tail, and his eyes narrowed to slits as 
she came near, then he swung the powerful limb toward her. Night 



Fury's natural deadly precision making sure he wouldn't miss. 


The tail knocked the young dragon backward, sending her tumbling head 
over tail and then slammed against the wall, upside-down. She 
remained in that position for awhile, violet eyes wide with shock, 
and then righted herself again, this time shrinking back from 
Toothless a little bit, a tinge of fear in her eyes, but she stood 
still, at least. Toothless thought he had been a little rough with 
her, but he said nothing and trotted past the youngling to pick up a 
fallen dish with his teeth and handed it to Hiccup. 

"Thanks, buddy, " Hiccup smiled and stood to return the dish to its 
proper place, then went over to the tiny dragon, who was about to 
bounce away but at Toothless' look, remained still. He knelt down and 
reached out a hand to her, but he didn't touch her, only letting it 
hover from the dragon's skin by an inch or so. Hiccup knew that the 
best way to get on the good side of a dragon is to let them make the 
first move. 

The hatchling stared at the hand thoughtfully for awhile, sniffed it, 
licked it, then she gave him a fang-filled grin and launched herself 
into the boy's chest, nearly knocking him back. "Oof!" Hiccup puffed 
out, but he regained his place with help from Toothless' head, which 
had been leaned against his back to prevent his fall. Really, that 
dragon might as well be a loyal maid. 

As dragon and rider were dealing with this, the hatchling had made 
her way up to the top of his head, where she had previously been, and 
sat there contentedly, but she glanced back at Toothless with a 
question in her eyes, as if to ask, _Is this okay?_ 

Toothless merely snorted indifferently in reply. If dragons could 
beam, the hatchling would have. 

OoOoOoOoO 

The moment some Vikings caught sight of the mini version of Toothless 
(thanks to her extra loud noises that she produced on purpose) , news 
flew faster than even the Night Fury himself. As Hiccup tried to make 
himself heard above the big crowd of curiosity that had formed around 
him, dragon and Vikings alike, he suddenly thought bringing the tiny 
hatchling outside so soon had been a mistake. The young dragon, 
however, was enjoying all the attention she was given. She climbed 
down to Hiccup's shoulder and rubbed her head against a young woman 
who had extended a hand toward her, squealing with delight. After 
this, the villagers just got louder with excitement and pressed 
closer . 

But of course. Toothless wasn't there for nothing. With one 
threatening roar, he got the crowd backing down and gave Hiccup his 
necessary space. 

"Okay, thanks, buddy, " Hiccup told the Night Fury a€" the bigger one 
a€" and Toothless backed off, but kept a warning eye on everyone. Now 
that he had their attention. Hiccup pointed to the black dragon 
clinging to his shoulder, eyes sparkling with amusement. "Did any of 
you dragons bring this one to the island?" he asked the thirty or 
forty heads of all shapes, colors and sizes dangling above and 
mingled in the crowd of humans. 



There was silence for a few seconds, then as one, the dragons either 
shook their heads or made a noise of negative. Hiccup's shoulders 
slumped a bit in disappointment as the din of conversations started 
again. "Oh, alright. Er, I think I should get going nowa€ 1 " he began 
and started in the direction of the Dragon Hold, formerly the place 
where they kept captive dragons for training, but now where the 
beasts slept and fed if they hadn't yet to desire a "bonded" who 
would take care of them, but he was only three steps away from where 
he started when a bellow echoed. 

"_Night Fury!_" 

Some fifty heads turned to the direction of the shout, off to the 
western coast and far away from the only two Night Furies in Berk and 
anywhere in a six hundred miles radius. 

Well, they _were_ the only two Night Furies in Berk. 

A furious and desperate roar came from the direction of the dock as 
well, followed by an explosion that made Hiccup's hair whip back from 
his face. It was only fleeting, but before the explosion, a comet of 
blue fire was seen in the sky. 

Immediately, the crowd roared into action. Mounts were collected, 
saddles were secured, weapons grabbed and battle cries were shouted 
as the Vikings returned to their _true _motherland a€" the 
battlefield a€" only this time on dragon backs. Toothless and Hiccup 
exchanged a single glance before the boy ran as fast as he could 
inside his house then returned moments later with the saddle they 
used. Toothless dropped down obediently and let Hiccup secured the 
saddle and then climb in, then waited for the boy to prepare his 
prosthetic leg for the tailfin pedal, and with a gentle kick on the 
side, the Night Fury returned to _his_ motherland, the sky. 

The little dragon, through all this excitement, had been temporarily 
forgotten, but she held tight onto Hiccup, and now that they were in 
the sky, she crept down his shirtfront and dropped into the empty 
space on the saddle in front of Hiccup and stared at him with 
accusing eyes. 

"Oh, crap, I forgot to leave you behind, " Hiccup exclaimed as he saw 
the dragon, who squeaked back indignantly. But any more exchange was 
cut off by Toothless' sudden warning roar. Hiccup looked up just in 
time to see a sapphire fireball flying their way. 

Pressing himself almost flat on the saddle (and pressing the little 
Night Fury into a pancake) , Hiccup bit his lip and slammed down the 
pedal, and Toothless dived, letting the fireball whistle past their 
head harmlessly, heading toward a Zippleback and was destroyed with a 
crack of lightning before it could hit Berk. 

"Okay, fine, you stay, but don't fall off," Hiccup told the little 
dragon, who growled in agreement and turned away, her claws digging 
into the leather and wings folded neatly by her sides. She wasn't 
going to bother him. She just wanted to be around to watch something 
epic . 


Now that he was free. Hiccup looked up and scanned the sky for the 
shooter. Then he spotted it and his heart dropped. 



Ten dragons pretty much identical to Toothless, each swooping and 
throwing balls of destruction with unbelievable grace, hovered in the 
sky, banking, kicking, roaring, clawing at the dragons who charged at 
them, dodging all and everything launched in their 
direction . 

Hiccup's throat constricted. Ten Night Furies. How in the name of 
Odin is Berk going to survive this? 

Toothless let out a growl, momentarily yanking his rider away from 
the terror of ten of his kins in the sky, where they are the 
deadliest. "Alright, buddy, let's go for the tail," Hiccup said, 
thinking quickly, then he glanced down at the hatchling and suddenly 
understood. "Actually, scratch that one. Go closer to the dragons 
where we can talk a€"" 

"Hiccup!" a familiar voice shouted, and said boy turned to face the 
speaker. It was Astrid, astride her Deadly Nadder, Wreck. Why? 

Because the dragon was a complete wreck when flying over the sea in 
the first weeks of training, since he kept looking at his reflection 
in the water and threw his rider off. 

"Oh, good morning, Astrid!" Hiccup tried a grin and failed, then 
quickly turned his attention back to their opponents. He winced as a 
Gronkle took a blue blast to the face and plummeted toward the ocean. 
He urged Toothless forward, and he obeyed, with Astrid following 
him. 

"What are you going to do?" the blonde Viking (Junior) shouted over 
the winds, roars, battle cries and powerful fire blasts and a list of 
dragon missiles surrounding them. 

"I think I know what they came here for!" Hiccup shouted back, 
dodging another ball of blue flying at him. As he rose again, he 
could see Astrid' s puzzled face and pointed to the Night Fury sitting 
before him. "It's this! The others might've come back for 
her ! " 

Astrid' s eyebrow rose as two round, unnaturally large orbs of violet 
turned to meet her blue ones, and even through the battle. Hiccup 
could hear her say, "Toothless had lots of relatives coming for a 
visit, doesn't he?" 

"Hey, it's not his fault this dropped down on Berk," Hiccup protested 
defensively, pulling Toothless up as another ball of blue flew his 
way. The baby Night Fury squawked loudly in a€" did Hiccup hear that 
right? a€" delight as the ball whistled right under Toothless' belly, 
shot too close to the fake tailfin for comfort. Luckily, it didn't 
catch on fire. 

Wreck stopped a blue ball dead in its track with his fire, while 
Astrid brandished her battleaxe. "Well, what ' re you gonna to do calm 
them down? We can't just invite them to the ground for negotiation! 
That'll be too dangerous!" she shouted, then suddenly wished she 
hadn't said it. 

But Hiccup had already heard, and that idea had already started 
taking a solid form. "I know," he told her, his jaw set with 
determination. "But I will stay in the air. I can't move fast on the 
ground." With that, he guided a reluctant Toothless toward the 



dragons . 


Behind him, Astrid cursed her friend's mind, but as she guided Wreck 
to follow the chieftain's son, she figured she should have seen his 
thoughts by now. Hiccup was clever, but his successes came because he 
took risks. High risks. 

OoOoOoOoO 

If Toothless hadn't known his rider better, he'd guessed that Hiccup 
was officially off his rockers. Night Furies are dangerous creatures, 
and the only thing that stopped _this_ Night Fury from eating the boy 
or killing him right the moment he freed him from that tangle in the 
forest was because of his surprise at being released by the very same 
one who shot him down and not later was because he was wounded and 
Hiccup had helped him, and events kept going like rolling a snowball. 
Not that Toothless had rolled one before, but he heard the humans 
used that phrase to describe a chain of events. 

These ones, however, were wild and angry, and somehow, the thought of 
Hiccup having a hold on the hatchling they were looking for didn't 
comfort the dragon any. Any dragon beside Berk's residence has the 
tendency to fear or hate the two-leggers that dominate most of the 
planet. They might have no scale or no breath-weapon, but their hands 
and feet and brains were certain to create more destructive weapons 
than any dragon could ever wield any time in history. Even their 
favorite fish wouldn't do. No, even their favorite human meat 
wouldn't do. 

But he trusted Hiccup. The boy always knows what he was doinga€ 1 well , 
mostly. And it wasn't like they had any choice. The Night Furies will 
blast Berk to smithereens and hunt down every dragon, tear down every 
house until they were either killed or the young one was returned to 
them . 

"Okay, buddy, just a _bit_ closer, " Hiccup said in a whisper, 
snapping the dragon out of his worry, and he responded, banking a 

little closer to his kins. The dragons' gaze snapped to them as soon 

as they neared into talking distance. Now Hiccup commanded Toothless 
to hover. He knew he would not have long; a dragon can only hover in 

the air for a fixed amount of ten minutes max, any kind and every 

kind. Any longer than that and they will have to move on or 
drop . 

Nine of the Night Furies suddenly roared in rage and was about to 
charge them, but the last, the biggest and the one who had the most 
scars on his body gave a warning growl, and they all backed off 
respectfully, but murderous eyes still followed Hiccup and Toothless. 
The boy swallowed. These Night Furies were nothing like the sight 
Hiccup was used to from being with Toothless for so long. Their eyes, 
different colors that ranged anywhere from snowy white to blood red 
stared at them, accessing movements and analyzing them, intelligent 
orbs of murderous contempt. 

Despite the leader's warning, one of the ten, a Night Fury with 
blue-white eyes, drifted closer to Hiccup and Toothless, purring 
wistfully. In response, the hatchling sat up straight and squealed 
back, but she didn't sound the least impressed. In fact, she started 
backing off toward Hiccup rather than trying to get off the saddle 
like a lost child finally being able to find her parent. 



_Something isn't right here, _Hiccup thought as he stared at the 
hatchling, who had now pressed her rump flat against his stomach, 
spitting columns of smoke and tiny sparks of blue, her violet eyes 
narrowed hatefully. But the dragon who had approached them had looked 
enough like her mother, so whya€ 1 ? 

Hiccup was forced out of his thoughts as the leader of the flight 
grumbled impatiently. "Oh, er, " he cleared his throat nervously. 
Speaking to hostile dragons like Nightmares or Nadders he could deal, 
but with such intelligent beings as this, he felt like he was talking 
to a bunch of hostile warriors, all wielding swords and shields and 
were threatening Berk more than tamable dragons. 

_Pff, what am I thinking? They are just that!_ 

"Urn, I thought you dropped this, " Hiccup began, taking his hands off 
of the harnesses and reached toward the young dragon sitting before 
him, not touching her, but merely holding out his hands near her so 
she could make the decision herself. 

The Night Fury, predictably, didn't move. She didn't bite Hiccup, but 
she looked at his hands with distaste, pressing herself further 
against him. 

Toothless let out a warning growl. Immediately, the young dragon's 
ears sagged and she crawled forward, allowing Hiccup to pick her up 
and held her out. 

As soon as she was held out, the Night Fury (female. Hiccup guessed, 
as he saw that her body was lither and more graceful than Toothless' 
and some other in the group) glided forward gratefully, but the 
warning growl, this time for her leader, stopped her dead. She went 
back to hovering desperately a fair distance before Hiccup and 
Toothless and her daughter, with the young one's eyes burning into 
hers with loathing and fury. 

The leader's electric blue eyes accessed his kin and the human on his 
back, then studied Hiccup thoroughly. He saw no sign of any kind of 
trickery coming up or preparation to strike as his daughter nears. 

All he could read from the wide, determined green eyes and the set 
jaw was controlled fear a€" very controlled fear. The old dragon 
snorted and made a signal for his daughter to go on. It had been 
centuries since a Night Fury accepted a rider, and this one didn't 
seem too bad, even if he was still a little young. 

With one grateful grunt, the female glided toward Hiccup once again, 
not bothering to look the least suspecting as her sole goal was to 
get her hatchling back safely. 

But then it all went wrong. 

When the female was close enough and was unsheathing her teeth to 
catch the hatchling, a Monstrous Nightmare approached them from 
behind, and it shot at the nearing female Night Fury, blasting her 
out of the sky with a pained screech and sending her plummeting to 
the sea. 


An anguished and furious roar echoed from the rest, and the next 
thing Hiccup knew, he had fifteen flying balls of deadly blue fire 



sailing straight for him. 

"Dive!" Hiccup shouted, pressing the pedal and Toothless responded, 
diving just in time to duck the shots, but they weren't fast enough 
to stop one from setting Toothless' tailfin (the fake one, 
thankfully) on fire. 

"Odin's toenails!" Hiccup swore, immediately swiveling to hand, 
roughly pressing the little dragon back to her previous seat in front 
of him and pressed himself flat, once again, against the 
saddle . 

They would make it without any hardship with the new and improved 
prosthetic. Hiccup knew, if they didn't have six murderous Night 
Furies on their tails. Any subtle amount of trust they've gained with 
them had now been blasted away, just like the mother Night Fury. 

A pang of guilt and worry twisted Hiccup's stomach, and even though 
he knew he ought not to, he still turned back, and he saw three of 
her group had managed to catch and support her, and was heading back 
to land as well, but far away from Berk, to the greenery-covered (and 
much, much bigger) piece of land behind the rock where the city 
resided . 

But then six more flying orbs of destruction decided they wanted to 
kiss them, and Hiccup had to concentrate on maneuvering Toothless to 
Berk's safety with the burning tailfin and all. 

Luckily, they didn't have to make it all the way there by themselves. 
"Ya need a hand?" a familiar voice called, and the fire on Toothless' 
tailfin was extinguished, and Ruffnut's face loomed into sight, with 
the head of her Zippleback imitating the same grin, although it 
looked kind of weird on his draconic face. 

"Ruffnut!" Even to his own ears. Hiccup sounded like somebody had 
decided to take the sky's weight off him. 

The blonde girl grinned back. "Of course. Hey, Tuffnut, mind fakin' 
the baddies on the left?" she called to her twin brother, and was 
replied instantly by him, his voice coming from Hiccup's left. 

"No prob, but yer sure yer could handle the ones on the right? They 
look a bit tough for you, yer know?" he sneered back, swiveling 
around to blast his foes with a crackle of lightning. 

"Who you callin' weak, you no-brain weakling?!" Ruffnut yelled back, 
and they dropped back behind to deal with the approaching Night 
Furies while Hiccup guided Toothless to land, no longer the threat of 
a burning tail to them, but he knew the damages must be fixed 
immediately or Toothless will not be able to fly, but even as he flew 
and increased speed as much as he dares to. Hiccup could hear the 
shouts and insults the twins were throwing at one another instead of 
their foes, but they would be fine, he figured. They might argue like 
there was no tomorrow, but they knew how to fight. 

When he was several minutes' flight from reaching land. Hiccup became 
aware of Astrid, who was still sticking with him. "Go help them!" he 
shouted over the winds. "We'll be fine!" 


The blonde girl hesitated, but then nodded firmly and turned her 



dragon around, shouting a battle cry as she charged back toward the 
fight. Hiccup felt a bit down at losing her company, but it was 
necessary, he told himself. 

"HICCUP!" a bellow sounded from Berk's shore as they neared, and the 
boy couldn't help but sighed in relief. He knew that voice 
anywhere . 

"Dad!" Hiccup shouted as soon as Toothless landed with a soft thump, 
unlatching his left foot from the saddle and jumped off to stagger 
toward Stoick the Vast, chieftain of Berk and conveniently. Hiccup's 
father. The little Night Fury had once again made herself at home on 
the boy's shoulders and stayed there, silent for once. 

"No broken bones or singed flesh?" Stoick asked distractedly, then 
not waiting for an answer, he turned to the catapult team. "Fire!" he 
roared with a voice enough to impress a dragon, and large boulders 
made of burning straws soared through the air, toward the Night 
Furies . 

Of course, it was hopeless, for the dragons broke apart faster than 
fish when a harpoon was stuck in the middle of their midst, but 
before Hiccup could comment, the other dragons hovering nearby 
positioned themselves between the Night Furies, not allowing them to 
rejoin with each other again. Suddenly Hiccup saw the tactic. Stoick 
wasn't trying to hit the dragons; he was trying to tear them apart 
for easier control. 

Next to Hiccup, Toothless growled, his body tense as he watched his 
kins desperately dodged attacks after attacks at close range. Agreed, 
they came here to attack Berk, but it wasn't easy to stand aside and 
watch your kind get slaughtered. His rider, as always, picked up on 
the dragon's feeling quickly. 

"Dad!" Hiccup called again, grasping his father's arm. The big man 
turned to his son curiously. "Let them go," he told him, his eyes 
fleeting back toward the divided team of speed demons. They were 
dodging and launching attacks just fine, but soon they will be worn 
out and they will fall. "They came here for a reason, and they 
attacked me because I, er, there's a little accident involving a 
misunderstanding of target." 

One of Stoick 's eyebrows rose. "And what's their reason?" he 
demanded, then caught sight of the pair of violet eyes staring at him 
from his son's shoulder and swore. "Odin's beard! Next thing we know, 
an army of your dragon's cousins will migrate here and take over 
Berk ! " 

But Hiccup was hearing none of this. "Please, Dad, let them go," he 
pleaded, trying his best to sound reasonable and not desperate. "I'll 
talk to them later, okay? And maybe the next time they return, 
they'll be more levelheaded. You can't kill off ten of Toothless' 
kind because they came here to find their kid!" 

Stoick understood immediately, but as he opened his mouth to say 
something, a large explosion sounded behind them, and he whirled 
around to face the threat. 


Most of the dragons on their sides were falling down to the sea, 
while the rest plunged after them for the hope of saving the rider if 



not the mount, and the six Night Furies were, once again, hovering in 
a straight line. 


The leader roared once, his eyes directed at Toothless, then Hiccup, 
and then as one, they turned and vanished into the higher 
skies . 

Naturally, none of the humans understood what just happened aside 
from the fact that they have won, for the time being, and cheers and 
whoops could be heard, but Toothless was able to understand what that 
elder had said, and the words and not the venom in them chilled him. 
He stared at the place where the Night Furies had previously 
disappeared to, and then his eyes swiveled fearfully to Hiccup, who 
was scratching his head and talking to his father. 

"_In the name of the Night, traitorous one, we will come back, and 
this time, your precious rider will pay for your treachery. 

_Ah, the wonderful feeling of dread! Read and review! All comments 
appreciated !_ 

_~the Apprentice_ 


3 . Chapter 3 

_It ' s 11:05 p.m., so I won't say anything ... Don ' t have the energy 
to... but enjoy. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>That night, an immediate council was called. Nearly all of the 
villagers attended a€" down to the dragon kids: Astrid, Snoutlout, 
Fishlegs, Tuffnut, Ruffnut and naturally. Hiccup. The little Night 
Fury who was the source of all miseries raining down on Berk at the 
moment wasn't exactly invited, but she had clung onto Hiccup's 
shoulder like he was her last life line and spat blue, white-hot fire 
at anyone who wished to pluck her off of her perch. Well, with the 
exception of Toothless, of course. After that little hit in the 
kitchen, the hatchling showed a reasonable level of respect to her 
elder, and she did not challenge him again, but that didn't mean she 
obeyed every command he gave . <p> 

As it was. Toothless didn't even bother to tell the hatchling to bug 
off. He himself had tried to enter the city hall with Hiccup, his 
eyes never leaving the boy's back, worry, fear and wariness all 
dampened with a forced calm in his eyes. He hadn't forgotten what his 
kins had said, and if there was one thing that Toothless feared to 
lose more than his ability to fly, it was his rider. 

Naturally, Stoick was nowhere near pleased. In fact, when all threats 
were rendered useless, the chieftain had told Hiccup to "get your 
oversized kitty out of this place or else I'm gonna toss him out". Of 
course. Toothless was insulted and was getting ready to torch the 
burly man _just a bit_, seeing as he had so much hairs to singe he 
didn't know where to start when Hiccup limped in between the two and 
put a hand on Toothless' head. 

"Calm down. Toothless," he whispered reassuringly. "I'm sorry, buddy, 
but you can't be in here. I'll tell you everything afterward, okay? 



'Til then, why not stand guard at the doors if you like?" 


Two pairs of green eyes, one reptile and fiercely protective and the 
other soft but firm, contrasted each other for some moments while the 
people surrounding them paused to watch, some holding in their 
breath, wanting to see what would happen. 

Finally, Toothless broke the eye contact and instead glanced at the 
young hatchling on his friend's shoulder and let out a long, accented 
growl. To humans, it might sound almost like a warning, but the 
message was really just half of that. 

_Keep him safe, _the message said. 

And the receiver chirped in agreement. Toothless then reluctantly 
removed his head from Hiccup's touch and with even more hesitation, 
stalked out of the great doors to go and stand with the dragons that 
had bonded with Hiccup's friends. The dragon spared the boy one last 
morose glance before the doors swung shut. 

They started the meeting right after that. 

"Good men and women of Berk, " Stoick began, his voice that made 
rumbling thunders sound like a dying puppy's breaths echoing down the 
silent hall of the hundred Vikings, "it seems to me like we have 
found the reason for today's attack on our village." 

Out of habit if nothing else, all eyes found Hiccup's gaze. For ten 
years long, the chieftain's son had rained trouble after trouble onto 
them, some comical while others fatal, and one month wasn't enough to 
erase the memories of one decade. 

So it was understandable, really, when Hiccup flinched at their 
gazes, but it only took one second for the Vikings to direct them at 
the black Night Fury on the boy's shoulder, and understanding dawned 
on their faces. 

Oh, so _that ' s_ the problem. 

"Chieftain!" a woman called out. Stoick waved his hand for her to 
continue. "I saw Hiccup trying to hand the hatchling to its parents 
this evening, but then I was batted down. What happened? Why didn't 
the dragons take it and go?" 

At that, all eyes turned back to Hiccup expectantly, even Stoick' s. 

He immediately felt squirmy. He had never been good with public 
speeches. "Well, it had almost gone smoothly," Hiccup admitted, 
reaching up to scratch the little dragon under the chin, "but then 
some dragons from our side shot the female approaching me, blasting 
her, and then all Thor broke loose." 

His explanation was simple, and it did make sense. Some of the 
Vikings nodded, some shook their heads and sighed, while others 
started chatting among themselves, now planning on a course of 
action . 

"The Night Furies will be back, " Stoick began, and silence instantly 
took hold of the crowded town hall. "Until then, I want a night 
patrol _with dragons_, mind you. One of them is enough to set half of 
Berk on fire already as we have learned. Ten? I refuse to let them 



set foot on this town's ground." 


Stoick then proceeded to calling out names and assigning tasks. The 
kids will go with some grown-ups if they wished, he'd also said. They 
were, after all, the most skilled in handling dragons, and of course. 
Hiccup could do as he pleased, _as long as there were some watchful 
eyes on him_. Stoick knew Hiccup would try something reckless or 
crazy but brilliant all the same if nobody kept a close tab. He'd 
seen that streak of genius in the boy before, along with that 
familiar habit of taking large risks with almost zero percent of 
success and still made it out alive and although never unharmed, with 
his goal reached. It was his mother's genes that took the blame, not 
his . 

As his father ranted on. Hiccup turned his head slightly to look at 
his friends, Astrid specif ically , and offered a reassuring crooked 
smile, but it turned out awkward. When she smiled back, his turned 
into a grin and he nodded briefly. _This is going to turn out 
alright, _ the message said, with the silent, _I hope, _tailing but 
undetected . 

The hatchling on Hiccup's shoulder gave a mournful moan, and that 
dragged the young boy's mind back to the evening. Something didn't 
seem right. The hatchling didn't want to come back with her family. 

If it hadn't been her family, she would no doubt have fought more 
fiercely, but she didn't. That confirmed that, buta€ 1 

But why? Why wouldn't she want to return with 
them? 

OoOoOoOoO 

Outside, right on the front steps of the town hall, was Toothless, 
gloomy, pacing, worried and frustrated. He knew he was being _way_ 
too paranoid a€" that flight would need some time to recover its 
wounded, and it wasn't like they would burst into the middle of a 
whole town of Vikings full of battle axes and tons of dragon-murder 
experiences in them and decided to strike down _Hiccup_, the 
_chieftain's son_. 

But still, he was worried. Night Furies have little honor, but their 
loyalty was beyond time and if any one of them is hurt, revenge is 
like a mourning of a loved one; it comes naturally. They were 
dangerous, powerful, and now, bloodthirsty. Thirsty for the blood of 
the human hatchling who did nothing wrong. 

Toothless growled furiously, still prowling, his ears flat against 
his head. If only he'd known which idiot of a lizard brain did that 
careless shoot inga€ 1 That dragon had endangered them all, and he had 
endangered Hiccup, of all people. His rider. His friend. With an 
angry huff, he settled on the steps. 

A distance from the dragon and the town hall, the four other dragons 
that belonged to Hiccup's friends watched Toothless silently, but 
none of them stepped up to meet him. They knew what the outcome would 
be. They had tasted the Night Fury's anger before, and it wasn't 
something they wanted to again. 

Finally, however. Wreck stepped forward, hesitated for a bit, then 
came two large steps closer and stopped while his friends watched him 



with amazement, fear and a touch of respect. "Toothless," he began, 
and then paused as he waited for some kind of snappy retort. He was 
careful to use the name Hiccup had given him; Toothless had a name 
before that, but he detested it, and he accepted this one with grace, 
so they called him that. 

There was no snappy remark, however. In fact, the dragon wasn't even 
listening. He was lying in a simmering black mass of some hundred 
pounds of enraged and anxious Night Fury in front of the Town Hall's 
tall doors, his green eyes narrowed into slits and downcast, darkened 
with all the negative feelings he was experiencing. 

Wreck waited awhile longer and then tried again, "Toothless." 

This time, the Night Fury looked up. He grunted. "What?" 

When a human was nervous, they shifted their feet and stumbled 
through their words, but for a dragon, it was when the scales on them 
starting to rustle, and that was exactly what was happening to Wreck. 
Still, so very Astrid, (oh, how in Thor did the humans influence them 
this much?) his voice was cool (as much as it could be with a Night 
Fury, the most fearsome of dragons, to glare at you), "I was just 
trying to say, I don't think youra€ 1 cousinsa€ 1 will return so soon. 
They aren't exactly stupid, you know." 

They looked at each other for awhile, then Wreck recognized his 
mistake and said quickly, "No, not that I meant that your kind is 
stupida€ 1 " 

"You are right," Toothless grumbled, cutting the Nadder off. He laid 
his head down on the earth again and blew a sigh from his nostrils. A 
column of smoke still blew out of his closed mouth, however. "But 
they will take revenge. And they will stop at nothing for ita€ 1 " _And 
they will be very, very happy to tear the young hatchling apart, too. 
Very. _ 

There had been an important rule regarding humans and Night Furies, 
but Toothless had been on his own ever since he was fifteen years 
into life, so he didn't remember it clearly, but he knew it was 
important. Now he tried to rack his brain to remember. It wasn't a 
legend. It was a rule. A rule every single self-respecting Night Fury 
out there obeys, set by nature, not the dragons. If only he could 
remember correctlya€l 

As the Night Fury was thinking, something else interrupted his 
thought, this one a human. "Excuse me," a voice squeaked somewhere 
twenty human steps away from Toothless, and he lazily lifted his eyes 
to meet the speaker. 

It was a human female, eight or nine years old, wearing a long piece 
of brown-black garment longer than Hiccup's, er, tunic. In fact, it 
reached all the way to just some inches above her ankles, only enough 
reveal a pair of fur boots. Her long dark hair was held up in a 
single ponytail, not the typical braid, and her eyes, a very, very 
deep shade of blue, was shining with fear, and she was shaking, but 
the set in her jaws showed that she was too stubborn to do anything 
about it. Her hands were held firmly at her sides, even though they 
were shaking also. Overall, she was a picture of barely contained 
fear, but she was trying her best. 



viking convention. Toothless thought. 


The Night Fury had only adored Hiccup and Hiccup alone, so he didn't 
pay much attention to the other people around him much often. If he 
did, then it was either a) they have some type of good fish on them, 
or b) they were talking about Hiccup, so Toothless wanted to hear 
what they were saying. 

Aside from that? Toothless ignored them. Not that he would want to be 
friendly with a bunch of smelly humans who love belching contests and 
such gross cultures. The children weren't any better; they kept 
shouting out, "It's the _Night Fwuwy_, Mama!" whenever he walked 
past, or trying to intimidate him with wooden sticks. The rest just 
giggled and went "Aw!" when they saw him. It drove Toothless 
mad . 

"You are blocking the doorway, " the girl before him said, her voice, 
surprisingly, holding a calmness a world away from her shaking body. 
"I need to make an important report, so please, can youa€ 1 can you 
move aside? Just for a bit?" 

Toothless growled defiantly, then turned his eyes to the pavement 
before him. He had never listened to anybody but Hiccup and 
occasionally , Astrid or Stoick when they asked nicely, and in his 
grumpy mood, he felt no oblige to listen to this little youngling, so 
he went to ignore her. 

Now Robin, Snoutlout's beloved Nightmare, spoke up for the first 
time. "Come now. Toothless, be reasonable," she said, her voice 
motherly. It was really a hard thing to believe this dragon was the 
one who tried to kill Hiccup at that time in the caged arena. 
Toothless thought vaguely. To be honest, the Night Fury didn't want 
to let go of the fact that this thing had nearly killed his rider, 
but it was close to impossible, seeing as she mothered everything 
small and weak and generally pathetic, humans, other baby dragons and 
everything else in between and beyond. 

"Why do I have to be reasonable to a hatchling I didn't even know?!" 
Toothless snapped back irritably, but just then, the gates behind him 
open, and he jumped to his feet, eager to see Hiccup again and hear 
about the news that was "for human ears only", but a shadow of brown 
and black fleeted past him and into the big, dispersing crowd of 
Vikings . 

With a blink. Toothless realized it was the young hatchling from 
before, and by now she was shoving people out of her way, crying out, 
"Father! Father!" as she tried to search for somebody. 

"Excuse me!" another familiar voice yelled from somewhere at the back 
of the crowd. "I've got a possibly very impatient Night Fury waiting 
for me and I won't put it pass him to burn down all our rations just 
because he's kept waiting for too long!" 

Immediately, the crowd parted like terrified sheep scared by the 
swooping shadows of dragons to make a path for one Hiccup with a baby 
Night Fury on his shoulders to limp past them, followed closely by 
Astrid, the Nuts, Fishlegs and Snoutlout, all very serious-faced and 
thoughtful, in Astrid' s case, at least. 

Hiccup went to the eagerly waiting Toothless and smiled, putting one 



hand on his dragon's snout, leading him toward the other dragons 
while the rest of the gang went to their own dragons, chatting about 
the placements of the patrols. Hiccup would go with all of them plus 
some battle-hardened fellows who had gotten _fairly good_ with their 
dragons a€" the best in Berk for the moment, actually. Hiccup, 
useless (nobody dared said that word anymore, because Toothless will 
be throwing a murderous fit) or fish-bone or whatever, was still the 
chieftain's son, and that made him an important figure. Top security 
will be needed. 

The boy had started telling Toothless about the arrangements (hey, 
dragons understand the human tongue perfectly, you know) when the 
girl from earlier almost slammed into him, but she brushed herself 
off quickly and said a hasty apologize before following an equally 
hasty giant of a man off to do something, but Toothless felt her dark 
blue eyes on him for a second before she turned and ran. 

"Who's that?" Hiccup asked, rubbing his shoulder. "I've never seen 
her when we walk around Berk." 

It was true. Toothless realized, as he walked toward the other five 
mounted dragons, that he'd never seen her before. She wasn't in the 
groups of kids that usually tried to do silly things to him. She had 
never been seen, as a matter of fact. But she was nine. She'd been 
around here for a long time, so how come she wasn't noticed. 

"Hey, why did I feel something's missing?" Hiccup asked suddenly as 
he leaned against Toothless when they walked to meet their friends. 
Toothless looked at him for a second before both sets of eyes moved 
toward his shoulder, where the baby Night Fury should've been. 

She was gone. Again. 

"Oh, for the love ofa€ 1 " Hiccup groaned, and he swung onto Toothless' 
back. The dragon himself snorted. And he thought she would've 
learned . 

Maybe the Viking stubbornness is a spreading disease, and it was just 
affecting the Night Fury hatchling a _tiny_ bit too much. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p><em>Well, Genome Soldier, you asked for a new chapter in this 
story, so here you go. Thanks, guys for the reviews you left me. 

Bye . <em> 

_~the Apprentice_ 


End 
f lie . 



